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Are You Happy Now? 


"Are you happy now, you fucker, you fuckhead?" he says, his harsh tone belied by the soft way he holds my 
hair back. | stare into the toilet and close my eyes, trying to gasp for air and swallow at the same time. My 
knees hurt from the tile floor already. My grip tightens convulsively on the rim as my stomach threatens 


again, and | screw my eyes closed. "You like that?" he asks, scooping up a stray lock that drapes over my face. 


| dry-heave one more time-there's nothing left to come up-and give a silent prayer that he'll shut up. Then | 


heave again and | don't really care anymore. 


"That feel good, Slash? You like that? Fuckhead" Shut the fuck up, Axl. I'm busy. "I said do you like that? You 
must. You do it every fucking night. You don't learn. You don't do anything different. | think you like this, you 
masochistic, motherfucking bastard." | heave again and | can feel the tears gathering in the corner of my eyes 
from the pain. Why can't | stop? "See? You knew this was going to happen. Stupid fucker." My stomach rolls 
again and | gag one last time. A tear slides down my face to drop into the water. God. Fuck. 


| stay on my knees for an eternity, shuddering, gasping, crying. He finally releases my hair as he realizes that 
I'm done for the moment, giving me back my curtain, my shield He rubs my shoulders gently and helps me 


stand. | cling to him, knowing that if | don't, I'll fall. And | don't want to let go. 


He lets me hang off him, one hand stroking my back and my hair as he grabs a towel off the counter. "You 
always do this," he says, wiping at my face. He pushes away my hair, forcing me to look at him. "You do it to 
yourself" | cant hold his intense gaze. | slip away from his disapproval and his lectures to his shoulder, 
burying myself in his t-shirt and holding him tighter. "This is ruining you, you stupid fuck" 


| don't need this Axl. Can't you tell? "Just be," | whisper, grabbing strands of his red hair in my fists and 
pressing into his shoulder. His hair moves as he shakes his head. "Please." | just need you to be. Just be. | 


shudder, a sob escaping, and he holds me closer, as close as he can, pressing his face to mine. 


"All right," he sighs, rocking me back and forth. He's not happy, but he'll let it go. "Okay." | clutch at him trying 
to pull myself inside of him. He slowly backs out of the bathroom, taking me into the bedroom. As he leads me, 
| don't even bother to glance up. | trust him or maybe | just don't give a fuck anymore. He could dump me out 


the window and | wouldn't care, | think. 


He guides me onto the bed, situating me in the middle first before he joins. He lies down beside me, pressing 
my head to his chest, and petting my hair, gently rocking. "All right." | crush myself to him and let him rock 
me to sleep. "Okay." 


